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Summary: They say the world comes in Pairs. Well another is coming to 
Berk. Follow Hiccup as he meets swashbuckling Pirate Prodigy Clarisse 
Branwen, and follow Clarisse as she discovers the family she never 
knew wanted her. And join them as evil draws closer to their home, 
the most deadly Dragon Huntress in the land. Will Clarisse accept her 
lost loved ones and fight. Or will Berk Fall? R&R 


The Draci Chronicles 
**Prologue** 

**_Berk, a Long, Long Time Agoa€l_** 

_They say the world comes in pairs; Yin and Yang, Night and Day, 

Heads or Tails. You get the picture. The point is that whatever pair 
is created in the world, they are made to coincide. To be opposites 
yet fit together, two sides of the same coin._ 

_And on the first night of the year's winter another pair is 
born ._ 

_On a small island known as the Isle of Berk, a house sat on a hill 
in the night. Dragon raids were a normality on nights such as this, 
but for the time being, the village was silent in its peace. _ 

_In such a house stayed the chief of the Hairy Hooligan tribe, Stoick 
the Vast, and his wife Valhallarama, or Valka. And two new little 
additions to their small but happy family. _ 

_Children ._ 

_Twins to be exact, one boy and one girl._ 

_Both with mops of auburn hair atop their heads and piercing green 
pairs of eyes in their tiny heads. The boy came early, small and 



crying into the world, and was named Hiccup. But the girl was another 
matter entirely, her parents had no idea what to name her._ 

_Her father had suggested Freya for beauty, but her mother suggested 
Tyra for strength. So many names were said but none felt right. And 
so here they were three days after their children's' birth, holding 
the babes in their arms as they thought to themselves. _ 

_Valka held her daughter and ran her fingers through her baby's hair 
while humming a quiet tune to her. The girl certainly was quiet 
compared to her brother, who only ever stopped crying when his mother 
held him. Since the girl bore no name yet, Valka just called her 
Little One for now. _ 

_Hiccup was finally asleep upstairs in his nursery and Stoick was at 
a chief's meeting in the Great Hall, which left his wife at home to 
hold her daughter in her arms._ 

_"a€lMy dearest one, my darling deara€ 1 " she sang as big green eyes 
stared up at her in curiosity, making the woman giggle slightly. No 
matter how upset her daughter was, no matter how restless, her 
mother's singing could always calm her down. "It's okay Little One, 
I'm here. I'll always be right here." She spoke softly as the 
smallest chubby hand reached up and grasped a lock of Valka 's long 
brown hair between her tiny fingers, the baby smiled before laughing 
up at her mother. _ 

_The content moment of peace between mother and daughter was then 
ripped away as a loud and unsettling explosion could be heard from 
outside the chief's home, along with shouts and commands to get 
inside. Valka carefully carried her daughter as not to disturb her as 
she stood up and approached the window to see what was going 
on ._ 

_Both men and women alike were grabbing weapons and shields and 
calling out to others to do the same. Valka also spotted shadowy 
figured above moving quickly towards the village. The first explosion 
was small, but bright enough for the mother to see the body of a 
Deadly Nadder set flame to a bakery before grabbing a sheep in its 
jaws and flying off._ 

_A Dragon Raid._ 

_Valka squeezed her baby against her chest at the worry that was 
quickly building there. But the tiny girl couldn't sense her mother's 
distress and only cooed before trying to grab at the white fang 
necklace that hung around her neck. The Little One was always trying 
to grab at it and play with it. But for once Valka didn't notice; her 
eyes were glued to the scene unfolding outside; Dragons grabbing and 
trying to fly away with sheep and livestock only to be caught or 
killed by Viking warriors. Fires were set by the beasts and the Fire 
Brigade was sent to put them out. _ 

_On any other day she would have gone out and at least tried to stop 
the violence and simply chase the dragons away instead of killing the 
creatures, but she was currently holding a baby with another one 
asleep in his crib upstairs. Now was not the time for reckless 
bravery ._ 

_Valka looked down at her Little One, those tiny emerald orbs staring 



out the window as well, wide with awe and giggling slightly when a 
dragon would spew flames or roar. Any other infant would be terrified 
and begin to cry, most likely the infant's brother, who appeared to 
have a fear of the animals. _ 

_"Valka!" a voice said suddenly making the blue-eyed woman jump 
slightly. She'd been so transfixed on the raid she somehow didn't 
notice her husband burst in gripping his sword and drenched in sweat. 
"Get the children and go upstairs, I don't want any of you to get 
hurt." Stoick explained quickly as he briefly kissed his wife's 
forehead and smiled down at their giggling daughter before his 
serious face returned and he rushed back out into battle. _ 

_As Valka watched him go she looked back down at her Little One, who 
had no fear and reached her little arms out for her father, not 
finding him she frowned and her mother closed the front door and 
rocked the babe to prevent any distressed cries. Luckily none came as 
her daughter's attention was diverted to her mother as she somewhat 
hurriedly walked up the stair into the twins' nursery. _ 

_Her son was already awake and crying, his sister sensing his 
distress and whimpering in infant sympathy, her parents were often 
surprised by how much the child didn't cry. Valka quickly crossed the 
room to set her daughter in her crib next to her brother, his 
sister's presence already silencing his wails. _ 

_Suddenly, the sound of exploding wood and the deafening roar of a 
dragon filled her ears and she was thrown to the ground with her 
daughter still in her arms. Valka held her baby against her as she 
watched what looked like a Scauldron break through the walls of her 
home destroying nearly everything. Despite her thundering heartbeat 
and her overall fear for her children, Valka felt a pang of sympathy 
for the creature; there was a sword lodged in its back and it roared 
constantly in pain._ 

_Ignoring her instinct to grab her son and run, Valka approached the 
dragon, her Little One whimpering in fear as she did so. As quick as 
lightning Valka grabbed the hilt of the sword and yanked it from the 
dragon's flesh, the beast roaring in pain and trying to attack her 
before she jumped away, her back hitting the wall as she did 
so ._ 

_The Scauldron growled at her as it licked its wound, giving her a 
grunt in thanks. _ 

_The Little One let out a distressed cry as she saw the blood leaking 
from the dragon's back, the creature turning its gaze at the sound of 
the infant. Valka flinched as blue eyes met piercing draconic ones. 
They were odd compared to the normal yellow eyes of dragons she'd 
seen. This Scauldron had eyes that were a kaleidoscope of color, 
blue, greens, even flecks of violet. Buta€ 1 they held no 
aggression ._ 

_The dragon looked at her daughter witha€ 1 worry ?_ 

_It looked genuinely concerned for her baby. The dragon took a few 
tentative steps toward Valka, the mother not moving but remaining 
vigilant. The creature moved closer and closer until it was right 
before her, it took a curious sniff at the Little One, the girl 
looking up at the dragon with childish awe. Valka could only stare at 



the interaction between her daughter and this dragon; it meant them 
no harm. It was sniffing her baby and doing nothing! _ 

_The baby girl then reached up a chubby hand and laid it on the 
dragon's snout, it stared into the infant's eyes, and she 
giggled 

_"Val, No!" the sound of her husband broke the moment that seemed to 
last hours, and the sound of Stoick letting out a battle cry and 
throwing his axe, the weapon hitting the Scauldron in the back and 
the poor creature roaring in agony. The dragon lunged forward blindly 
and nearly crushed Valka beneath its colossal body, she let out a 
surprised cry and held her daughter closer as the baby began to cry 
again ._ 

_The Scauldron struggled to stand with its wound, but still found 
strength to roar at Stoick and shoot a blast of scalding water 
towards him. The Chief blocked with his shield and leapt onto the 
dragons back, the latter roaring in pain as it thrashed to get the 
Viking off it. _ 

_With a buck of his spine the dragon threw Stoick from his back and 
grabbed onto something before thrashing and breaking the hut apart in 
order to get out. The Scauldron then saw an opening and took it, 
leaping from the house and into the air._ 

_Valka screamed as she felt long claws contract around the small body 
of her baby, she tried to hold onto her but the dragon was stronger. 
And before she could react her daughter was ripped from her arms with 
a thrust of the Scauldron 's wings. _ 

_"No ! " Valka cried as she scrambled to her feet and tried to grab 
onto the dragon before it was out of reach. A single claw dragged 
across her chest and tore the black string holding her necklace, the 
Scauldron taking it unintentionally along with her baby as it flew 
away. "No! My baby!" tears streamed down her face as Valka heard her 
Little One's cries as she shrunk in the distance. A choked sob fell 
from her mouth as she held a hand to her chest where her necklace and 
her child were seconds before. _ 

_Stoick rushed to her side at the sound of his wife's sobs, noticing 
her hand clutching her chest and the lack of their daughter in her 
arms told him everything, and a single tear fell down his own face. 
The smallest whimper grabbed at his attention as he held his small 
son in his giant arms. The poor boy had just lost his sister and 
probably didn't know it._ 

_He wrapped his burly arms around his crying wife, who took their son 
and hugged him against her chest as she cried for their lost 
child ._ 

_The little Hiccup whimpered softly as he was held by his mother, 
wondering why she was making such sad sounds and thoughta€l_ 

_Where was his sister?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>The cries of an infant girl fell on deaf ears as the 
Scauldron struggled to remain airborne. He was hit in the back with 



both a sword and an axe in the span of one night, his would had not 
been touched since then, and he'd accidently stolen a human baby from 
a village. <em> 

_The dragon didn't want to dive into the sea for fear of sharks 
smelling his blood and going into a frenzy that would surly end the 
infant's life. He bent his long neck down to look at the tiny Viking 
in his claws. It was female with emerald green eyes and small clump 
of auburn hair on her head. She'd also suffered multiple scratches on 
her arms and shoulders, small drops of blood forming from the wounds 
the dragon had unintentionally caused. _ 

_The girl had not stopped crying ever since he'd torn her away from 
who he'd only assumed was her mother, and then flew away from the 
island. The sound was annoyingly loud and the Scauldron had to guess 
it was because she was hurt and afraid. He had to find some other 
human to take her. He couldn't bring her back to the village without 
getting shot down and endangering the baby, and he certainly couldn't 
take her to the Queen. The goliath monster would swallow them both 
whole without a second thought !_ 

_But one thing was certain; he needed to find someplace to land soon, 
or they were dead anyway. _ 

_Soon the Scauldron spotted a speck of land in the distance; 
exhausted and carrying an infant, he immediately flew towards it. He 
almost roared in relief once he felt the cool sand beneath his webbed 
claws as he landed as softly as possible. The dragon drew up a pile 
of sand still warm from the day with a small indent in the center 
before he carefully laid the whimpering babe down, sighing inwardly 
at the realization she'd stopped her fearful wails. _ 

_The Tidal Class dragon purred as he lowered the lower half of his 
body into the lapping waves, letting their salty coolness wash over 
him as the ocean pushed and pulled at the current. He looked down at 
the baby girl, who ' d opened her big green eyes to stare up at him in 
awe. He smirked slightly as he lifted his finned tail up to dangle 
over her head. She giggled as her chubby little arms came up to try 
and catch it. _ 

_He then saw her eyes spot something out of the corner of her tiny 
green orbs. He realized she was staring at his clawed fins with that 
adorable look of awe she seemed to get at everything. The Scauldron 
looked down at his claws to see a black piece of string caught there. 
He wiggled his claws to loosen the knotted chord and when it fell 
into the sand he saw that it wasn't a string, but a necklace. A 
simple dragon's tooth on a string, and he remembered that the babe's 
mother wore something similar around her own neck. He must've taken 
it when he took the girl._ 

_A pang of guilt hit him in the heart at the thought of the babe most 
likely never seeing her family again. He knew what that was like; his 
pod had been swallowed up by the Queen after failure to bring her a 
proper meal. He'd been only a hatchling at the time._ 

_The Scauldron lifted the necklace and dangled it over the baby, her 
emerald orbs lighting up at the familiar sight of her mother's 
necklace as she once again reached up her hands in attempt to grab it 
before growing bored and putting her little fist in her mouth. Her 
eyes drooping as she began to fall asleep. _ 



_The dragon was feeling drowsy as well, so he draped his wing over 
her to keep her warm before laying his head in the water, letting the 
gentle waves lull him to sleep, along with the small snores of the 
baby girl._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>"Careful you daft bilge-rat! Those supplies are meant to last 
until spring." A voice shouted, disturbing the Scauldron's peaceful 
sleep. He growled at whoever woke him, only to be met with the sight 
of lit torches, cutlass swords, flintlock pistols, and scraggly dirty 
facial hair.<em> 

_Pirates ._ 

_The dragon wrapped his tail tighter around the still sleeping babe 
and growled at the pirates menacingly. One of the pirates grinned and 
held his cutlass closer to the beast, to which he replied by building 
up a blast of scalding water to throw back in his face._ 

_Before the pirate could charge at him, a giant man with scraggly 
curls of dark hair, stubble on his sharp face, and what looked to be 
black paint under his eyes, grabbed the man by the wrist and hoisted 
him up to look him in the eye._ 

_"Now, now, Wilkinson, what did we say about killing dragons on this 
trip?" he asked calmly and softly, but by the look of pain on the 
other man's face, the Scauldron had to guess this burly man was 
holding by the wrist rather tight. _ 

_"N-not to do ita€ 1 sir." He muttered fearfully. The big man nodded 
with a smile before dropping the squirming pirate back on the ground 
to nurse his now sore wrist. _ 

_The man approached the dragon slowly, no fear in his eyes and no 
weapons that the Scauldron could see, until he was nearly 
face-to-face with him. He naturally growled, covering the baby with 
its wing._ 

_"Why don't you just swim away?" the pirate seemed to ask himself 
more than the dragon before him._ 

_As if to answer his question, the baby girl chose this moment to 
wake up and start crying again. The pirate, assumedly the captain, 
froze as he heard the sound. His brown eyes darted to where the 
dragon's wing covered the child, reaching his hand forward only for 
the Scauldron to snap at it narrowly missing his fingers. _ 

_"It's alright, I only want to help." The captain said softly as he 
remained in the same spot, reaching out again, this time slower and 
not breaking eye-contact with the dragon. He didn't stop until his 
hand rested on the dragon's wing, gently pulling it away to reveal to 
little baby girl, still whimpering in discomfort. _ 

_"Well, who is this little one?" the captain said as he carefully 
lifted the babe into his burly arms, rocking her gently until the 
babe silenced her whimpers to tiny baby noises. Once she was quiet 
the captain turned back to the dragon, who was watching the girl with 
curiosity anda€ 1 worry? "You needn't worry great beast, she is safe." 



He said to calm the beast. 


_"I am Captain Balthazar Branwen of the Gypsy Danger, and you and 
your little friend are welcome among my crew." Balthazar said 
proudly, tickling the girl's tiny feet making her giggle. The dragon 
huffed in amusement before lifting his claw to show the man the 
necklace. Seeing the piece of jewelry, Balthazar dangled it over the 
babe, smirking as her green orbs lit up as she tried to catch it 
between her tiny hands. _ 


_"Now, what shall I call you?" Balthazar mused as he watched the 
little girl play. He looked into her emerald eyes, "Esmerelda? No." 
he looked out towards the sea, "Marina? No, that's not right either." 
Balthazar then looked into her little eyes. Really looked. And saw a 
bright flame that would never go out, a girl, though only babe now, 
that would grow to be famous, both loved and feared by many. He saw a 
Pirate ._ 


_"How aboutaC 1 Clarisse." At the sound of the name, the baby looked 
away from her necklace and into the eyes of the man who would be her 
father now. "You like that, Clarisse?" he repeated, making the baby 
smile and clap her chubby hands. Balthazar chuckled and tickled her 
feet again. _ 


_He placed his hand on the Scauldron's scaly snout, smiling as it 
purred before turning back to his crew._ 


_"Men! It looks like we have two new members of our 
announced, one arm holding his new daughter and the 
on the dragon's snout. "This great scaly beast!" he 
before looking down at little Clarisse, "And my new 
Clarisse Branwen ! "_ 


crew ! " he 
other remaining 
said proudly 
daughteraC 1 


_With that the crew cheered and yelled in a sense of triumph before 
grabbing many crates and loading them onto a mighty vessel of a ship; 
with red sails and a sense of rebelliousness. While the crew finished 
loading the supplies, Balthazar brought Clarisse up to the helm and 
looked out towards the sea, the baby cooing in wonder at the vast 
ocean before them._ 

_He grinned down at his daughter and said softly, _ 

_"Welcome aboard the Gypsy DangeraC 1 Clarisse. 


End 
f ile . 



